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About Taming the Vampire Dominatrix:

“The men here know better. They know better than to come up here, to approach me, to think they could ever tame me. They choose to ignore that I'm a creature beyond what they can comprehend. They choose to ignore that even before I was turned, I dominated men for profit and sport.”

The townspeople speak of her in hushed tones: the femeie noapte, or “night woman,” the terrifying leather-clad vixen who prowls Striga Manor every evening. She has broken countless men over the ages, and none dare challenge her dominance.

Gavril Manuel has heard the stories. He knows the dangers. But he is a man seeking adventure and glory, and he feels he has the tools and cunning to do what no other man has been able to do: to tame the night woman, to make her submit.

Can he bring the femeie noapte to her knees? Or is her reputation for cruel, merciless dominance as well earned as the legends say?

This scorching erotic short features bondage, BDSM, male and female domination, male and female submission, paranormal elements, and a whole lot more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

“Oh, he is a handsome one, isn't he,” she said, malice in her voice. “I think I will take my time with him. I think I will enjoy breaking him.”

And then, he saw her — or her silhouette, anyway, as she was backlit by the moonlight streaming in through the window at the end of the main hall in which they both stood.

Her silhouette betrayed this much, at least: she was as gorgeously built as the legends said. Her leather outfit hugged her curves remarkably well, and left little — but just enough — to the imagination.

“And you appear to be every bit as radiant as your reputation indicates,” Gavril said. “Assuming that you are, in fact, the femeie noapte.”

She stepped forward, out of silhouette and into the torchlight that lit the walls.

Her beauty was breathtaking. Her skin was alabaster white but her features were sharp and dark, creating a disarming contrast. Her hair was blacker than night. Her eyes were piercing, with black irises that one could tell had seen many a man ripped asunder. The leather outfit's neckline plunged deep, revealing a bountiful chest that seemed to struggle with staying in place. It was an outfit designed to draw a man's attention downward, an exploitation of her given assets so that she might better take advantage of that one most primordial urge to which all men succumbed.

She exposed her teeth for just a second, running a tongue under one of her fangs. It gleaned.

“So, it's true what they say,” Gavril said. “Not just of your beauty, but of what you are.”

“Indeed it is,” she replied. “Does that frighten you?”

“Should I be frightened?”

She took a few more steps forward, and Gavril backed up slightly. His hand reached down toward the pouch he wore slung over his shoulder and across his broad chest.

“You should,” she said. “Because I'm not sure you realize the force you're messing with, boy.”

And just like that, more quickly than he could have possibly prepared for, she was across the room and on him.
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The townspeople never spoke of Striga Manor in anything above a whisper, for even though nobody outside of its grounds had ever been harmed or even approached by the reclusive, pale vixen who made it her home, the fear of incurring her wrath was simply too great. None knew her real name, and they referred to her simply as “femeie noapte” —night woman — but even the very mention of that nickname was enough to make hairs stand on end, as if she were waiting in the chilly mists above to sweep down and do away with any man foolish enough to summon her.

When lips were somehow loosened enough to actually talk about femeie noapte, the tales they told were bizarre and mysterious. They spoke of men of myriad stature and standing, men proud and strong of heart, body, and mind daring to approach Striga Manor and experience femeie noapte for themselves — only to return as broken, humbled shells of their former selves. When asked what horrors they had experienced at the hands of the night woman, they would simply retreat into themselves and refuse to entertain the subject.

In a world of countless wonders, there were very few things of which everyone was certain. And one of those things was, simply, this: Any man who dares wander through the gates of Striga Manor will be broken before they wander back out.

Rumors persisted that she was vampir — a vampire, feeding on men foolhardy enough to think they stood a chance against her. The marks that covered those men who'd returned from Striga Manor seemed to indicate those rumors were true.

And yet, despite these warnings, there were always those who dared to try. For such was the night woman's beauty that it could hardly be resisted. In fact, a fair number of her men had not at all intended to try and tame her; they were, as men can so frequently be, tempted by the unfathomable allure of femeie noapte.

It was said she'd frequently walk the grounds in leather black as pitch that clung to every graceful curve of her tall, powerful body. The black of the leather matched the black of her hair and irises, which in turn all contrasted sharply with the white of her skin.

Late at night, if all was quiet and the air was carrying the sound just right, the sound of her heels on the stone floor of the manor could be heard as far out as town hall, near the square.

It was a chilling, powerful reminder of her presence.

That very sound could be heard through the mists on the night Gavril Manuel rode into town with a mission all of the locals had heard before: Gavril Manuel was going to tame the night woman, or he was going to die in the effort.

That was what he proclaimed to a bar full of sleepy patrons, only minutes after coming through the town gates.

The grizzled men of the bar looked up briefly from their steins, then went back to their drinking.

The men of the bar might not have thought much of Gavril, but anything more than a cursory glance would have revealed him to be a man worth considerable attention.

He stood tall, taller than anybody the town had to offer, and was blessed with striking looks made hard by a surplus of adventure and sport. Decked in cold weather garb as he was it was impossible for anybody to tell, but beneath his garments was a body chiseled and powerful unlike anything this small, scared town had ever seen.

Indeed, it could be said that while many thought themselves men before attempting to confront the femeie noapte, none were men in the way Gavril was a man.

It is with that knowledge and confidence that he walked out of the bar that evening and ventured forth, leaving the town square toward Striga Manor.
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The journey up toward the gates of the manor was fraught with its own perils, including a path with mud that could swallow the unaware man whole. Guided by nothing but torchlight, Gavril found these perils to be inconsequential. He navigated them deftly, and in no time at all had crossed the worst the moors had to offer and found himself at manor gate itself.

The sound of the night woman's heels clicking on the stone floor of her manor grew louder and louder as he approached — but when he opened the gate and its rusty hinge let out a screeching cry that carried hard on the mists, the clicking stopped entirely.

She knew he was here. A lesser man would be concerned, would fret over the idea that perhaps she'd seen him coming, that she knew of his approach and was lying in wait.

Gavril had no such fears. He wondered if this registered with the femeie noapte.

He would know soon enough.

The manor itself stood tall, the very top of it too high up to be seen in the mists. Being an old construct, it was not massive in size — but made up for its lack of size with a presence unlike anything else. Dark and looming, it dominated the landscape without having to take up too much of the land.

Gavril approached the heavy oaken door and was prepared to kick it inward when he heard a voice overhead. It carried as if it were coming from the heavens themselves, but he was quickly able to place it as coming from one of the windows obscured by the mists.

“So the townsfolk have sent another,” the night woman spat, seemingly from everywhere at once. “I wonder, aren't they tired of seeing their ranks return to them broken and dysfunctional?”

Gavril stared up into the mists, unafraid.

“I think you'll find, femeie noapte, that I am not a man of their ranks,” he said. His voice boomed off of the stone walls, and in the distance he could hear animals reacting to the sudden outburst.

The only reaction he was concerned with, however, would be coming from somewhere above.

“Many have entered these walls with your confidence, young man,” the night woman said, sounding almost ... closer, somehow. “None have left with it.”

“Then perhaps you will allow me to display my own,” Gavril replied quickly, and got ready to beat against the door.

But just like that, the door opened with a quick jolt — and there, before Gavril, lay the open front doorway of Striga Manor.

He strode in, confident, with the look of a man who had seen and was therefore prepared for anything. His stunning features and vigor were made all the more impressive by his age and experience — a factor many, like those grizzled men in the bar, had underestimated.

From somewhere within the halls of the manor, the night woman's voice bounced and echoed off the walls.

“Oh, he is a handsome one, isn't he,” she said, malice in her voice. “I think I will take my time with him. I think I will enjoy breaking him.”

And then, he saw her — or her silhouette, anyway, as she was backlit by the moonlight streaming in through the window at the end of the main hall in which they both stood.

Her silhouette betrayed this much, at least: she was as gorgeously built as the legends said. Her leather outfit hugged her curves remarkably well, and left little — but just enough — to the imagination.

“And you appear to be every bit as radiant as your reputation indicates,” Gavril said. “Assuming that you are, in fact, the femeie noapte.”

She stepped forward, out of silhouette and into the torchlight that lit the walls.

Her beauty was breathtaking. Her skin was alabaster white but her features were sharp and dark, creating a disarming contrast. Her hair was blacker than night. Her eyes were piercing, with black irises that one could tell had seen many a man ripped asunder. The leather outfit's neckline plunged deep, revealing a bountiful chest that seemed to struggle with staying in place. It was an outfit designed to draw a man's attention downward, an exploitation of her given assets so that she might better take advantage of that one most primordial urge to which all men succumbed.

She exposed her teeth for just a second, running a tongue under one of her fangs. It gleaned.

“So, it's true what they say,” Gavril said. “Not just of your beauty, but of what you are.”

“Indeed it is,” she replied. “Does that frighten you?”

“Should I be frightened?”

She took a few more steps forward, and Gavril backed up slightly. His hand reached down toward the pouch he wore slung over his shoulder and across his broad chest.

“You should,” she said. “Because I'm not sure you realize the force you're messing with, boy.”

And just like that, more quickly than he could have possibly prepared for, she was across the room and on him.
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Her momentum carried them together into the wall just beside the door, which had shut behind Gavril as he entered. Gavril's back slammed into the brick hard, and he winced with pain as the brick dug into his back.

The femeie noapte was not only much faster than he'd anticipated, but much stronger as well. It seemed almost effortless for her, keeping him pinned against the wall, one hand around his throat, one around his wrist, which was itself being forced into the bricks.

“Do you know what I do to the men who are foolish enough to enter my home?” she hissed, her face mere inches from his. “Do you know the tortures I've inflicted upon them?”

She looked intensely for the fright creeping across his face, but none came. He seemed almost made of stone. Aside from the exertion of the struggle they were engaged in, he was showing no signs of distress.

“I've heard the tales,” he said. “But why don't you enlighten me further?”

She kept him pinned to the wall without any effort as she spoke through gritted teeth and bared fangs.

“The men here know better,” she said. “They know better than to come up here, to approach me, to think they could ever tame me. They choose to ignore that I'm a creature beyond what they can comprehend. They choose to ignore that even before I was turned, I dominated men for profit and sport. I made them cry, made them beg. I heard their pleas, and refused to acknowledge them as I pushed them further, made them bend in ways they didn't think they could bend, stretch them and pull them and twist them, giving them just enough pleasure to keep them awake and aware.”

She looked down at his cock. It pushed hard against the fabric of his pants, creating a tremendous bulge. Her eyes widened slightly, for just a second, at the sight of it. This one was very, very well endowed. She could have so much fun with a man that large. She would have so much fun.

“Becoming a vampire did not truly make me what I am today, you see. Becoming a vampire only made doing what I already loved to do that much easier. I play with these men, show them pleasures they've never known before, and then I torture them. I tease them to the breaking point, break every last ounce of resolve they have left, then bleed them white and send them back to the village. All the while knowing more will come. More will always come. Because men can do nothing else but throw themselves at that which they know they can't tame.”

“You're insane,” Gavril finally spat back at her, and she raised an eyebrow at his insolence.

“And yet,” she said, “I'm not the one who has been reduced to helplessness before taking five steps into the main hall.”

Gavril's free hand, which had to this point been bracing the night woman to keep her from pulling in too close — though if she truly wanted, she could apparently shrug it aside without a second thought — slipped away from her frame and slowly made its way downward while she continued to spit words into his face.

“Do you know what I think I'll do with you, young man?” she said as his hand made its way into his pack. “I think I'll chain you to this very wall. Yes, I think I'll chain you to this very wall, spread you out completely naked, and take that fantastic cock of yours for all it is worth. I want to milk you dry and hear you beg for me to stop. I want you to go delirious from arousal and then experience the very depths of desperation as I refuse to stop. That's what I think I'm going to do with you. And you're going to let me, because you don't have a choice. What do you think of that?”

“I think,” Gavril said, and snuck his hand back out of his pack, “you talk a bit too much.”

The femeie noapte looked down at what Gavril pulled out of the pack and saw — just for a moment — a small, metal shape, like one hemisphere of a globe. He cupped it in his palm, with the flat side pointed up directly at her face.

If she'd had a split second more, she'd have been able to react to the powder charge in time.

But she didn't, and she wasn't. It went off as planned, and the flat side of the orb rocketed up and connected with her directly on the chin — immediately rendering her unconscious. She collapsed to the ground, and Gavril gasped for air as her hand slipped away from his throat.

He stood over her unconscious body, catching his breath, smiling through the struggle.
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When at last she came to, the femeie noapte was naked and suspended from the ceiling by two heavy chains that spread her arms apart as far as they could go. When, in her groggy state, she attempted to kick and thrash her legs, she found that they too were bound and fully spread by equally heavy chains — these attached to the floor. The construct as a whole stretched her as tightly as she could be stretched. Were she a lesser being, the strain alone would have her screaming in agony. 

As the fog of her unconsciousness lifted and she got a better grasp of her situation, she looked around, her hair swaying gently as she turned her head from side to side.

She was in a side room, one she mainly used as a study. Books and various writings lined the walls on heavy wooden shelves. The room was small enough to only require one torch to light the whole thing reliably, and that torch was burning brightly on the wall in front of her.

Her bright white skin was only slightly yellowed by the light of the fire, her dark features made all the more prominent by it. Her breasts swayed and swung gently as she pulled as best she could on the chains.

It was the noise from her efforts that brought Gavril back into the room. The smile on his face enraged her, and she screamed and thrashed hard — but to no avail.

“What was your name?” said Gavril, ignoring the femeie noapte's vulgarities and fruitless attempts to free herself. “Before you became this, before you had no name, what was your name?”

She simply glared at him.

“My name is to never cross your lips, boy,” she spat. 

“Now, now,” Gavril replied, shaking his head in amusement and walking over to the torch on the wall. “There's no need for such hostility.”

He reached behind the torch and pulled from its mounting a small metal poker, the tip of which had been resting in the fire. It was glowing orange. The femeie noapte stared at it intensely, refusing to show fear but obviously somewhat distressed at how the encounter was going.

“Besides,” Gavril said, approaching her and holding the poker only inches from her skin, “I feel you're not in a position to be so combative.” 

She looked into his eyes and, calmly, spat in his face.

“Get fucked,” she hissed.

“That's the plan, actually,” Gavril said, wiping the spit from his cheek and smearing it on her breast. She struggled hard against his touch, but it was pointless. “But first, I feel it customary to at least learn your name. So, we'll try this again: Before you had no name … what was your name?”

He punctuated his question by placing the poker against the flesh of her flat stomach. It shuddered, she convulsed and thrashed in the chains, and she gritted her teeth to avoid screaming. The sizzle and hiss of her burning flesh was the only sound in the room.

Gavril pulled the poker away, and she calmed slightly.

“Name.”

She remained quiet. He placed the poker back onto her flesh. More sizzle, more hiss. This time, her clenched teeth could not hold in her screams. They echoed throughout the manor, reverberating off the walls and making Gavril smirk. She could see this because she'd locked her eyes with his. She wanted to claw the self-righteousness off of his face. She wanted to bind him so tightly he felt his joints pull themselves out of their sockets.

She wanted to do so, so many things to him — but first, she'd have to get out of this predicament. And, resolute as though she may have been acting, she wasn't sure how she was going to escape.

“I have more pokers, you know,” he said, wandering slowly back toward the torch. “We don't have to go with just the one. And we needn't stay on your stomach, either. There are all sorts of ways I can make you scream with these.”

She said nothing. Gavril gestured toward the window behind her, which she couldn't move to see — but she knew it all the same.

“And,” he said, “if for some reason you decide to stay so, what's the word — laconic? It's only a few hours before dawn breaks and burns these mists away. I believe that window will be able to catch the sunrise perfectly.”

The look on her face was suddenly tinged with just the slightest bit of panic. Gavril smiled and stepped closer, his own body inches from hers, and leaned in to whisper in her face.

“Tell me,” he said, barely audible, “how exactly would one of your kind fare in that situation?”

She let out a growl that evolved into a deafening scream of rage and frustration, then quickly became silent again. She hung her head. Her black hair covered her face and hung down to her breasts.

For a few seconds, she was quiet. Then:

“Ana.”

Gavril, who'd been readying the poker again, paused. “What's that?”

“Ana,” she said again. “My name was Ana.”
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Gavril smiled once more, his face suddenly much brighter than before. He put a gentle hand under Ana's chin and picked her head up so she was looking him in the eyes. Her expression was not one of defeat or sadness, but rather one of fury and defiance. She spat again, this time hitting him directly in the eye. He wiped it clear.

“Well then, Ana,” he said, “I am Gavril. It is a pleasure to meet you.”

“You don't get to call me by that name, boy,” she growled. “No man gets to call me by that name.”

“Normally, perhaps they do not,” Gavril replied. “Unfortunately for you, this appears to be an abnormal position.”

Ana struggled again. The chains held tight. Internally, she wondered exactly how much time she had before dawn.

“But I've got good news for you, Ana,” Gavril said. “Wonderful news, in fact: There's a way for you to get out of this, and it won't cause you any more pain than you've already suffered.”

He looked to her as if he expected her to say something in response, but of course she remained quiet.

“I came up here with one goal,” he continued, undaunted, “and that was to tame the femeie noapte. I will not leave until I have done so. All you have to do to get out of your little predicament … is tell me that you submit.”

The rage and fury that powered through her in that minute was, Gavril feared for a brief second, almost enough to rip the chains out of the ceiling and floor. She screamed and thrashed and shook with anger, calming herself only enough to say, through gritted teeth:

“I submit to no man. You will not break me, boy, I don't care how many parlor tricks you have in that little purse of yours.”

“I imagined you might say that,” Gavril said. “It's a good thing, then, that I'm prepared to do whatever I need.”

He approached again with the poker, and Ana tensed in response — but he stopped before he placed it to her skin. He stared down at the poker, the look on his face one of a man who has suddenly realized something and is stunned to only just now be putting it together.

“Your entire life has been about inflicting pain,” he muttered to himself. “You thrive upon it. You inflict it as a matter of course. But your real tortures, the things you talk about in such lofty tones … those all have their basis in pleasure.”

He looked into her eyes, and for the first time saw something entirely different. This was no longer a powerful, unbreakable monster.

Ana could sense something in Gavril, but she wasn't quite sure what he had in mind. Internally, she had to admit it unnerved her. The torture she could handle — it was, after all, her trade for long before she ever became so much more — but in his mutterings Gavril had stumbled across a notion she wasn't sure she was ready to handle: If pain will not break the beast … what about pleasure?
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Ana shook the chains as hard as she could yet again, but once more they simply were not budging. Whether or not it was to her liking, Gavril had free reign to explore whatever twisted machinations he felt like exploring — and tough as she was, Ana began to worry he was on to something.

In the time before she'd ever been a vampire — and even before she'd become a dominatrix — Ana remembered an almost insatiable craving for sexual pleasure. Her parents regarded it as a sickness and cast her out of the house at a young age, and she found both steady pay and great enjoyment in the brothels of the province.

What she soon found, however, was the pleasure often controlled her far more than she liked to be controlled. To be that exposed, that vulnerable to another human being was almost too much. She sought comfort in the realm of dominance, where she was free to exact all sorts of heinous punishments — sexual and otherwise — on devious men while extracting from them only as much sexual enjoyment as she'd allow.

She'd relished the ability to control others so, and sought only to expand upon it by becoming a vampire. Upon finally managing to get herself turned, the associated powers and abilities came to her not as entirely new devices, but rather extensions of the being she had already been for so long.

It fit her like a glove, and she'd spent the years since that day terrifying, pleasing, and destroying the men of the town.

Her weakness — perhaps the only one worth mentioning that wasn't inherent to her being a vampire — was also the weakness of so many humans: simple sexual desire.

And she'd die before she admitted it, but being chained up like this and completely at the mercy of this incredibly virile man — despite it flying in the face of every single thing she'd told herself since the day she assumed her identity as femeie noapte — had stirred within her feelings she'd considered long dormant. She was wet at the sight of him, so powerful, so in command. The complete helplessness of her situation lit a fire of arousal within her so powerful she could almost feel it warming her from within. If her heart could beat, it would force itself through her chest with its frequency.

Gavril approached her and placed a hand on her breast. She shuddered at his touch, quivering gently, struggling to maintain her composure.

“So,” he said, tracing his hand down her stretched and immobile torso as the torchlight flickered behind him, “I wonder, then … if you can bury Ana so thoroughly, what other secrets might you be burying deep within yourself?”

His hand moved further and further down her flat stomach, toward her groin, and she tensed every muscle in response. He stopped only inches above her dripping cunt. As he inched closer and closer, Ana moaned and struggled, the anticipation building to levels she'd not experienced in a long, long time.

“Ah, there she is,” Gavril said, a smile on his face. “There's our girl.”

With a quick movement, he slipped two fingers downward a few inches and placed them directly onto her clit.

The sensation roared through Ana like an electric current, and she shook in the chains so powerfully they filled the entire manor with their racket. It was a feeling unlike anything she'd experienced in years innumerable, a sexual release so profound it made her convulse and growl.

Gavril's fingers explored her moist pussy, lubricating themselves with her juices and slipping between her folds, feeling around inside of her, alternating between rolling about her crevices and playing with the clit itself. Each movement brought about a new set of reactions. Her eyes were clenched shut in pure ecstasy, her arms and legs were pulling hard on the chains — vestiges of her resistance, which was rapidly fading away.

She tried to gyrate her hips, to move in time with him, but she couldn't manage it. The strain and strictness of her position simply wouldn't allow it, and she was forced to move at the pace Gavril wanted to move. He was determined to take his time, slipping his fingers in and out of her at a measured, determined pace.

“You fuck like you fight,” she hissed at him, their faces only a few inches apart. “You're weak.”

“My dearest Ana, you don't know how I fuck,” he responded. “But believe me when I say, you're going to find out.”

It was tough for Ana to sound intimidating while her juices were dripping down Gavril's hand. She moaned and writhed, each second another exercise in contrasting feelings and sensations.

When at last she felt as if she might be getting close to orgasmic bliss, Gavril's fingers quickened, bringing her closer, closer, finally to the very brink—

And then they stopped. And slipped out.

Ana screamed in frustration. It could be heard for miles.


~7~

“Tell me,” Gavril said, a self-satisfaction in his voice. “Ana, do you submit?”

She waited a few seconds before answering, and in those few seconds Gavril thought he might have broken her. But she slowly shook her head as she regained her composure, then finally said:

“You're going to have to try much harder than that, boy.”

“An interesting proposition,” Gavril said, and immediately slipped his fingers back inside her. “Though I don't think you know exactly what you're asking for.”

The unexpectedness of it, the pure unabashed certitude Gavril was displaying, the incredible nature of this encounter, all of it collaborated inside of Ana for what appeared to be building up to the single largest orgasm she'd ever experienced.

She moaned and gasped and shuddered and writhed in the bindings, the chains holding fast as every ounce of her formidable strength was poured into tensing the muscles of her pale body. The chains held fast, and she had no choice but to ride the orgasm out however Gavril wanted.

It rolled through her in waves, the first one nearly making her pass out. The subsequent ones were less intense, but their frequency was enough to force her into wordless, wide-eyed shock. The moans that escaped her throat were unlike anything anyone had heard coming from within Striga Manor, and carried all the way into the town.

She felt everything. Every nerve, every fiber of herself, every droplet of the mist filtering in through the window, every breath Gavril expended to keep up with her as she bucked and struggled. Every last bit of it was driven to the forefront and she was overwhelmed, awash in a sea of experiences  and sensations she'd long, long forgotten.

Gavril gave her a few seconds of calm to enjoy her afterglow, then resumed his quest to break this monster and make her submit.

When he slipped his fingers back inside her, her sensitivity made her pull so hard on the chains Gavril heard brick cracking and giving way to the strain. She shouted again, this time some equal measure of sensitivity and pleasure as he worked his fingers around and around, making them dance within her.

The second orgasm somehow hit even more quickly, and while it didn't pack the punch of the first, it still shook her to her core — especially in light of how exhausted she'd become.

She hung there, head dangling, helplessly lost in afterglow yet again. Gavril lifted her chin up so she could look him in the eye, and though her fangs were bared and her eyes screamed obscenities at him, she bore the look of a woman long past the breaking point.

He decided to try again.

“Ana,” he said, “do you submit?”

She said nothing. She simply glared.

Gavril opened his satchel once more, and pulled out a small tin.
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“I have to say, Ana,” Gavril said, opening the tin and dipping his fingers into the thick salve that lie within, “I'd expected a challenge, and you are providing one.”

She hissed at him.

“But the fact remains,” he continued, “those chains will hold you for as long as I want them to hold you, and the time left before sunrise is ever fleeting. You will submit to me, or this reign of yours will come to a fiery end.”

Ana, having regained some control of herself after the second orgasm nearly drove her insane, scoffed.

“These chains are growing weaker by the minute, boy,” she said, the strain evident on her face. “And when they finally break, you and I are going to spend the entirety of the day deep inside this manor spending the hours on my terms. You will not be walking away from that.”

Gavril's fingertips came out of the tin covered in the salve, which seemed almost the same consistency and stickiness as a thick, smooth jelly.

“And what ever shall we do in the meantime?” Gavril said, a smirk on his face.

He rubbed the salve onto Ana's pink, erect nipples, and they were sensitive enough to make her flinch even before the salve took effect.

“What fresh absurdity is this, boy?” she said, looking down at the thin layer of salve covering her nipples. “What sort of—”

And that's when the salve's effects became horribly clear to her. It warmed on contact, brought a surplus of blood and heat to skin and parts that hadn't received a full, warm blood supply in many ages. It awakened within her sensations she'd forgotten had ever existed, and the resulting arousal shook her beyond what she had expected. She was, yet again, caught completely off her guard. She writhed and struggled against the chains, and though they were developing weak spots, they were far from actually breaking.

“Ah, it would seem you're beginning to feel it,” Gavril said. “How wonderful and new that must be for you. For all of your sexual conquest, you still remain a slave to certain sensitivities. You were human at one point, after all.”

Ana gritted her teeth against the increased sensitivity, recognizing herself as being more helplessly turned on than ever — and thus even less in control of the situation than she'd been only minutes prior.

“You should pray I never get down from here,” she hissed.

Gavril said nothing, only shot her a knowing look and dipped his fingertips back into the salve. They came out covered in the substance, and Ana braced for more of it to be placed on her nipples — but then Gavril's hand began drifting downward. And downward.

For the first time in years upon years, Ana whimpered in fear.

Gavril applied the salve directly to her clit.
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There were a few merciful seconds before the salve actually took effect on this, her most sensitive of areas, and she took those seconds to flash her fangs at Gavril yet again. All of that rage and disobedience, however, was quickly replaced with sheer disbelief and overwhelming arousal as the salve's warming properties powered their way into her system.

This was a level of stimulation she'd simply never experienced. Not as a vampire, not as a dominatrix, not even as the young girl with the overt sexual desires who grew up to become the vixen hanging in the study.

It raced through her, shot bolts of warm electricity up into her spine and stomach, made every ounce of sexual satisfaction she'd ever experienced a farce. Her eyes clenched shut and her mouth hung open, but no sounds were coming out of her just yet.

When she did produce a sound, it was a low moan that quickly rose in strength and volume until it was, at last, a full-bodied scream. Ana threw her head back and tensed every muscle, unable to control herself.

Gavril looked on in amusement, and decided it was time to go in for the kill — so to speak. He wiped the fingertips he'd used to apply the salve off with a small towel from his satchel, then ran them down Ana's side. She pulled away hard from his touch, or at least attempted to, and his confidence only grew.

When he slipped his fingers inside her a third time, she broke almost immediately.

The screams and moans were deafening, the chains shook with an intensity that surprised even Gavril, and Ana's pitch black hair flew about as she shook her head back and forth to try and stave off what now was inevitable.

Her nipples were now several shades more pink than they'd been before and fully erect, the power of the salve working wonders on her. Gavril knew it was doing the very same thing to her clit, and whatever trace remnants of it that remained on his fingers despite wiping with the towel were, undoubtedly, making an impact deep inside of her as he worked his fingers around.

Gavril watched as the torchlight danced across Ana's flexed muscles, bouncing off of her various curves and tone, making a splendid golden painting out of her alabaster beauty.

He worked his fingers around inside of her, knowing very well that she was his, that it was only a matter of time now.

“Ana,” he said, “the sunrise is in a matter of minutes. Do you submit?”

She yelled and screamed and thrashed and shook the chains again and again. Small chunks of the brick holding the chains in place broke off and fell from the ceiling. Gavril made note of them with mild concern.

“Ana, do you submit?”

She lunged forward, or attempted to, her fangs bared, her eyes furious, but her expression one of fatigue and weariness, one of understanding. This day was lost. There was nothing now but the effort to ensure other days would come.

“Ana, do you submit?”

Finally, she hung there, limp and dangling, her head down. Her hair covered her face, and she muttered from underneath:

“I submit.”

Gavril slipped his fingers out of her and used those same fingers to pick her chin up. Her expression spoke of resignation.

“What's that, you say?”

The words seemed to physically pain her:

“I. Submit.”

Gavril smiled, and kissed her on the forehead. She struggled hard to not receive it, but her energy was seemingly gone.

“There now,” he said. “Was that so hard?”

She didn't respond. Gavril packed up his satchel, turned around, and extinguished the torch. The level of light in the room dropped significantly, but not fully — as dawn was only minutes away. Ana noted this, and looked at Gavril with a face full of panic as he began to step toward the door.

“You cannot leave me here!” she said hurriedly, pulling again at the chains. “You cannot!”

Gavril didn't even bother turning around.

“Goodbye, Ana,” he said. “It has been a wonderful time.”

Self-satisfaction was radiating off of him as he stepped out into the main hall. He could not wait to return to the townsfolk and tell them all that femeie noapte had been tamed. He thought of all the riches they might shower him with, all of the legends they might tell of his bravery and cleverness.

It is a shame, however, that he had not bothered to turn around.

Because if he did, he would have seen the femeie noapte slip her bindings. He would have had time to react.

But he didn't. And he didn't.

For Gavril, all went to black almost immediately.
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When at last he awoke, Gavril found himself spread taut and naked on the cold stone floor, chains holding each limb out as far as they could go. Over his prone, helpless body stood Ana, the femeie noapte, her leather outfit back on, a look of pure hatred upon her face.

“Wh-what's the meaning of this?” he gasped up at her. “How did — how could—”

She squatted down and placed a fingertip upon his lips.

“Quiet, slave,” she said. He obeyed, having no other choice in the matter.

“It seems only fair I should thank you for a wonderful time,” she said, running her hands over Gavril's chest, trailing them down his muscular, toned stomach toward his groin and the hot, rapidly growing cock below. “It has been a long, long while since I let a man dominate me, and you served admirably. You're to be commended for it, really.”

She reached into a pocket on the back of her leather outfit and pulled out the tin of salve.

“And this?” she said. “This … truly, it amazes me how far along we have come in only a few score years. I will have to find out where you got this from before you're too far gone to remember.”

Gavril's eyes went wide.

“But in the meantime … perhaps we should have a little fun, yes? On my terms, as I said?”

Ana dipped two fingers into the salve, curving them so she could coat the entirety of her fingers in its warmth. She pulled them out and showed them to Gavril — who was too terrified to speak — making a spectacle of it as she brought those fingers downward and applied the salve directly to his thick, throbbing erection, coating it fully in a matter of seconds.

There were a few merciful moments before the salve completely took effect, and Gavril tried to think of anything to say, anything he could do to escape his imminent ruin.

But nothing came, and then it was too late.

The moans and screams that came from Striga Manor throughout that day were, the townspeople will tell you to this day, unlike anything they'd ever heard before.
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